CHAPTER FOURTEEN
WHEN HE GOT HOME, SOON AFTER TWELVE O'CLOCK,
the light was still burning in the shop, and in the
parlour Jansje and Stien were standing with their
arms crossed, waiting. In distress they told him
what had happened: an hour previously Werendonk
had gone upstairs, and on his way back he had been
seized with cramp, and had fallen downstairs. He
had broken his wrist. The doctor in the Gracht
was not at home, so Frans had gone with him to
the hospital. ' Falling downstairs isn't much/ said
Floris, c some people get cramp in the leg, others
in their souls.' The two women looked at him in
silence, and he went upstairs. Lying on his bed,
he heard his uncles return, the front-door being
locked. After that he listened to the revellers
singing in the distance, to footsteps in the street.
Something would have to happen tomorrow.
At the breakfast-table, where Werendonk was
sitting with his arm in a sling, looking out on to
the yard, Floris asked if he was feeling better. That
morning, too, in the shop, Frans noticed that there
was something queer about him.    He didn't hear
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